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Talk kept us awake late into the night. Marcel's father had kept a
restaurant in Nantes. Our minds often feasted on Saucisses au vin
blanc. He reeled off tantalizing bills of fare. We travelled over
France on gastronomical wings. Paris? The real chateaubriant at
theCoc/jon d'Or. AtNevcrs? Lefletbleu. And so on till we reached
Grcnouillcs Provenfales.
"I could eat now a sclle de veau a rOrloff," Marcel said, "all cream
and cucumbers."
"Give me," I said, "a guinea-fowl cooked with partridges, such as
I've eaten at Anne^y."
The legionnaire lifted his head from his palliasse. 'What about a
stew? A ragofit aux pommesl" We were disgusted. "What vulgar
taste you have," I said. "A stew. A stew, indeed!* "Vulgar? What
would you give if now somebody gave you a nice steaming plate of
stew?" I considered the question. "Five years of my life," 1 said.
Marcel was released middle of March. He went to the houses of
the better-off prisoners where he said he was a warder, and if they
paid him well he would take food parcels along for the starving
husbands and sons. He made hay for a week, was caught, and
returned to Chovcs.
I had noticed a very tall man with ginger hair and spectacles: he
towered above the others. We found an opportunity to talk, and
he said he was a Scot. We got friendly, and he told me he was
accused of being a British spy. A few days later he came to me in
the courtyard and said the French were handing him over to the
Germans; they were taking him away that day, and that would be
the end of him. He took it well and said he had had his fun and
he had been expecting that, and there was nothing to stop it. I was
distressed, and asked him if I could do anything for him. It sounded
rather foolish. He said he had no family and he had no message for
the outer world. He wistfully said he wished he could see Edinburgh
again. "God bless you," I fervently said, as we parted. "I need it,"
he said.
In March it was getting warmer and lice and bed-bugs were having
the time of their lives; and I was still waiting to see the judge; my
lawyer said he urged the judge every time he went to see him; but
there were too many cases on. Of Yves I saw nothing. He had been
transferred to the second division, but now and then sent me
messages, always trying to persuade me to say I heard him and the
merchant speaking of dollars. But I had already chosen my line of
action, I sent a message through a more or less reliable released